ACTIVE_________S      E      R      V      I      c    E

of the Retreat, now broken. . . . The regiment would
inarch on. But he would be left behind. . . . And
that Medical Board saw nothing more in all this than
a man "getting out his civilian clothes and giving
them a brush." . . . The brutal candour of it sickened
him.

While in the waiting-room at the hospital the
Captain had flattered himself that even if the worst
happened he could " take it on the chin." But when
the blow fell it did not seem to land on the chin. It
hit him somewhere in the pit of the stomach, knocking
his world about his ears, leaving him dazed, shipwrecked
without a raft. He turned on himself with bitterness,
without pity, accusing himself for his breakdown in
health as though he had committed a crime.

"I'm a ghastly failure," he told himself. "I've
made a complete mess of my job. That's how people
will regard me. And they'll be right."

Bitterest reflection of all was that if this illness
had not befallen him, instead of brushing up his
civilian clothes, he would be going up for his majority.
. . . Once more the incredibility of the disaster
stunned him.

A letter from a brother officer awaited him on his
arrival home.

" Did you see that you were mentioned in despatches
in the Gazette of the I5th ? " wrote his old comrade.
" So was I. But you deserved it."

The cruel irony of it stung him to further depths of
misery. Had he heard he had been awarded a V.C.
it would have made little difference now. As a be-
ginning a " mention " was something to be pleased
about. But as an end, what did it matter? And
this was the end. . . .

He pitched the letter on to the table with a great
desire to blot the news entirely out of his mind.
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